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A NOYEL EXHIBITION. 


“I really don’t know what to make of Poor Papa, his ideas are so very unequal. At times his schemes rise to the height of absolute genius ; at others, 
they sink to the lowest depths of imbecility. His latest dodge is what he culls a Fushionable Gorging Exhibition, and consists in backing the Hon. Billy 
to devour five hundred hot cross buns against time. Billy is awfully sweet on the notion himself, and at a special performance which took place at the 
Royal Aquarium the other night, came off with flying colours, though, Dad says, at one time he felt really anxious as to the result.””—Tootsiz. 


“NO!”"—WITH A_ DIFFERENCE. A NICE OLD GENTLEMAN 


In the summer of 1894 dear old gentleman might any 
fine day have been seen toddling about the streets of Vin- 
cennes. He was entered ns a retired accountant on the 
books of the Academy of Hygiene, where, on chilly days,-he 
would come to r the newspapers, getting as bear as 
possible to the stove. 

He was over 80 years of age and of the most benevolent 
aspect, with his silvery locks and stooping gait. He patted 
rvay children on the head and the children’s mothers smiled 
ou him. He was a dear old gentleman. 

He frequented no café and lived a most retired life, and 
no one could tell anything about his past existence—surely, j 
though, a tranquil one in which those kind blue eves had j 
dimmed and those locks gathered their snow, { 

But one evil day M. Demorest—so he was named—fell out st 
with his concierge, that autocrat in charge of the street door Ls 
of most French houses, and the concierge went to law with 
him. The trial itself was a poor affair, but it brought about 
au astounding revelation. The nice old gentleman was the 
retired Headsman from Bordeaux and Aix. His age was : 
83; he had buried three sons, and the only friend in the | 
world to come and see him, at long intervals, was a cabinet- y 
maker from the Avenue Parmentier, who acted as an assist- 

(1) “4 e ant to Constant Deibler, * Monsieur de Paris.” 
Fi ae A ns : S " 
) Nake you a wife, Herr Schlossenoplitz: (2) “Oh, good gracious! what a Bluebeard!” Just before his retirement on BS pension of £72 per annum j 


Yein, madame, nein {"” Demorest had accomplished a difficult double execution at ] 


og 
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Bordeaux—that of a parricide and a murderer and incendiary, the 
latter struggling violently before he was thrown on the bascule, 
When the old man's secret leaked out, you may be sure there 
was a considerable change in his neighbours’ behaviour towards 
him, and the mothers, shuddering, drew back the tiny children 
whose heads he had been wont to pat fondly—with those hands 
that had so often been dabbled in bloud. Probably the old man 
took this deeply to heart ; he shut himself up more than ever. and 
pined away and died, 
A few details respecting others of his trade may be interesting >= 
“The J ri best executioners were suppressed by Adolphe 
mieux, Minister of Justice, in November, 1870. A chief executioner, 
with five assistants, was appointed, and had to live in Paris. His 
salary was fixed at about £240 yearly, payable every month. 
Travelling expenses were also allowed. The first assistant receives 
under the arrangement of 1870 a sum of 3000 franca, the next 2500 
francs, and the others 2000 francs each. The first man who acted 
as chief executioner for the whole country was Heindrich, who 
guillotined Go gaarrec in 1870. The Communists burned the 
uillotines in 1871. Heindrich died in 1872, and was succeeded by 
icolas h, 2 man much more common in personal appearance 
than his predecessor, who had almost a distingué air. Roch hada 
weakness for wearing gold rings in his ears, sailor fashion. In his 
time the allowances for the keep of the two guillotines were fh 
adame Roch was intensely proud of her husband's mode of 
guillotining, and was in the habit of saying that he took the 
os eam ae may be interpreted as the ‘cake '—for quick work. 
he also affirmed that her husband could never be replaced, but 
Constant Deibler, his successor, has proved the contrary. M. 
Deibler has finished off several notorious criminals, such as Pran- 
zini and Prado, and he will also go down to posterity as the 
executioner of RKavachol, Vaillant, Emile Henry, and Caserio Santo. 
For an executioner his record is therefore a remarkable one. M. 
Deibler, who is in the hottest of water with the Anarchists, has 
removed from his former residence in the Rue Vicq d'Azir to 
suburban Auteuil, where his retreat is a secret. He always wears a 
tall hat, dresses in black, and carries an umbrella or stick when 
engaged in professional duties. He is the son of a headsman, and 
married into the family of Raseneux, the ‘ Exécuteur des Hautes- 


ceuvres’ for the colony of Algeria.” 
SS 


BattTisI. 
Sadd noose from ere. The boise iss reks, 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 


should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough to containthe 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


8. J. W.'s mistaken, They are atways done by Brown, Sorry, 
Tips, we cannot teil you; Probably about a crown, Too expensive, 
BiLLie BuRTON ; And it's doubtful if they'll go, Not the « 
to spare at present; Many thanks, though, M.N.O. Don’t yo 
think, A BHOY From BARRow, That the pamphict recks of cant ? 
There are cheap editions, BIBLO; No, the last is by Besant. 
Thanks for sketches, A. ¥. ALLEN; Sorry that we cannot 
vse, Until recently, ENQUIRER; Now, you sec, it's changed its views, 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free. 
3 monthe, 16. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
dn Stamps or P.O.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tux SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET. LONDON. E.C, 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


Se OES apnea 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 

(Railway Servants on duty exce, is § ), who shail ag ode to meet 
with his or her death ina Hailway Accident to the Train in 
whioh they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houmway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER's HaL¥-Ho.ipay” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 
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GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 


“Golly, this here's a soft thing for me, I guess!” 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


E—Jerry rilla. Bugqgqins hanging pictures on the drawing- 
pp walls with small nailsand alargehammer, Enter ideale 

Servant. If you please, sir, the genelman nex’ door has sent in 
his compliments to say as how if you've made up your mind to 
come in he'd rather pede - through the front door. 


Buggins, 111 * 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 623.—The “Roadster Cycling” Costume. 


—= 
dey & But, Algy, dear, poor dad started life without a 
penny in his 
Algy. Well—and I started life without a pocket. 


ALLY's latest device, while 
the on is Te- 
varnished. 


“Now, Miss bessie, can 1 do 
Gi fa 8 more for you?” 
“Yes. You might bring me 
arpa interesting to tal 


BIL 


“One of my boys wanted me 
to go to the Frivolity Ball as 
Venus, another suggested Eve, 
but then, you know what boys 
are. 


Balsam (rapturousty) Oh, 
what a neck you have! 

Flo, Well, you've got a bit of 
a neck, too. Now, ain't you 
going to stand me a tiddley ? 
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Temperance Tub Thumper. What do you say : everybody's te. 
total here; no drunkards in the — ; and I've come all thiss i 
to lecture ou tho evils of drink! Why, it’s a dead loss tome, \X,, 
drunkards! perfectly disgraceful I call it. 

ss 
s 

First Innocent Little Darling. Who's that young fellow over j;, 
the corner? Is he as big a muff as he looks? 

Second Innocent Little Darling (horrified). Oh, dear, no! That’. 
young Lord Bullio2. *¢ 


“ERE, be off with you,” exciaimea the good house-wife, angrily. 
re.” : 


“you don't get nothin’ 'e 
“So I observe, madam,” responded the mendicant, calmly ; “not 
even decent grammar.” And more in sorrow than in anger },,. 


made a dignified bee-line for the cottage gate 
ss 


Master. But if you've no fault fo tind with the place why do so, 
wiGuele, Wall, sir, it’s like this, I'm keepi 
wk, Well, sir, it’s like ‘ou Ree, eeping com vith 
the policeman on this beat, sir, ae ‘is doctor's told ‘im Hegel da 
drink no more beer on account of his liver, and he says he can't 
stomick your brand of claret at no price. 


Bimetalmaniac (fiercely). What, sir! Did I understand 

say that you did AY in vemaatioen lg 
Little Jenks. Oh, no! Oh, dear, no! I only said that I-| 

didn't understand it. ° 

Now cumes the season of the year, 

balla from Younghusband's | ps you'll hear 


Of “needful warmth") has, for a wee 
In the oven kept stowed the box he sowed 
Of choice half-hardy annuals! 


Possible Employer (douotfulty). H’m ! ah, yes! I advertised fora 
gentleman of ipod address. 

Dandy Applicant. Haw, ya-as, 1 know—aw! and mine is the— 
aw—Chesnuts, South Kensington, don’t cher know! Isn't that 
good enough faw you? *,° 


The Girl’s Papa. And I trust, sir, that you fully appreciate the 
value of my daughter's hand? 

Smith. Indeed I do, sir ; ay she must have nearly five hundred 
pounds’ worth of jewellery on t at the present moment ! 

s 

Election Agent. That wasa grand speech our candidate made on 
the Agricultural question, wasn’t it? 

Farmer. Oh, ay, it wasn't bad, as talking but a couple of 
nights’ good rain ‘ud a done a sight more : 

First Sweet Thing (not so young as she was). Ah, my dear, I can 
assure you I've turned many a man’s head in my day. 

Second Sweet Thing (who still keeps her:birthday). Oh, yes, dear. 
I can quite believe it. (Ja the street). That hat of yours is sv 
remarkably conspicuous. *,° 


Spring Poet. Just cast your eye over that, sir; I have put forth 
my soul there. 
Brutal Editor (taking out his watch). Vil give you jet ten 
seconds to clear right out, or I shall put forth my ee too 
(But the 8. P. vanished in less than half the tome. 
os 


Chamberlain. We shall soon be visited if Kruger. 
Salisbury. (hard of hearing ); By ‘Oom 


s 
Mrs. Jawkins. But wouldn't you like to have a vote? 
Mra. Penhecker. Haven't 1 got one? 
Mrs, Jawkine, How? 
Mrs. Penhecker, Why, ain't Ia married woman—and don't you 
thiuk my man votes as I tell him? 
se 


s 
Doc-sick, dog-mad, dog-curst, sweating, swinkin 
Ail the reeeof all the bobbies* lonely = 
Cursed the dog-laws. One alone kept linking 
His leash of mongrels muzzleless. serenely. 


I asked him whence this lack of wail or weeping, 
And, “Sir,” he said, “afore | jined the Force, 

I worked o’ shipboard. So the job o’ keeping 
A DOG-WATCH comes 08 quite @ matter-o'-course !” 


s 
Tommy dissolcring into tears in consequence of his house of 
4 Mohan having tuubled dois: 4 


Father. Don't cry, Tommy. Behave like a man, my dear. 
Tommy. How can I? Boo-hoo! If 1 told mother it was all her 
Fecal and said I wished she'd keep out of the room, she'd slap me. 
hoo ! ee 
s 


Beg jar b Gd professional whine). Give us a penny for a cup ° 
corfs, kind sir. 
Kind Sir (a publican). Certainly not! 1f you'd wanted a droy 
of beer I’d have re ‘ou ® copper 
Beggar (ditterly). What a bally fool I was not to tell the truth! 
ss 
= 
Indiqnant Coal Merchant. Look here, sir, I let you have that 
five tons of coal cheap because | understood it was a trade trin-- 
action. You said it was for a coal seller. 
Sharpleigh. So it was for a coal cellar—my coal cellar, in fact. 
You didn’t ask me how I spelt it. 
ss 
s 
Schoolmaster. What is your father, my little man? F 
New Boy. Please, sir, f ain't seen him for a long time, sir, bu 
he’s got a situation under Government. 
hoolmaster. Indeed! but don’t you know what branch of tle 
service he’s in? : 
New Buy. Yes, sir; please, sir, I've heard mother say it’s in the 
oakum-picking and tread-mill department. 


oe 


CHARLES GODFREY AND THE SUPER. 


WHEN Charles Godfrey was busily rehearsing his celebrate! 
Spanish Armada sketch at the London Pavilion, he was for >0" 
time checkmated by a rather thick-headed super. A scene “"~ 
painted of Plymouth Hoe, and characters were grouped upon th" 
stage, to represent the picture by Seymour Lucas, of the celebrt' : 
game of bowls. 

The iden of the sketch, was that a messenger with a note for ~' 
Francis Drake was to enter and present it to that worthy. '" 
mediately after the tableau had been realised. Godfrey wa= "" 
satisfied with the methods of the super who was to play |! 
mesgenger. 

“You must express surprise when you see me playing bow!* 
said Godfrey. “Try again.” 

The super made his exit, and his re-enty. Still Godfrey thous!" 
the actions were too enc a 9 : 

“That won't do,” he cried. “Don’t you understand the situ" 
tion? You are sent to my house with a letter to say that !! 
Spanish Armada is in sight, and that England is in danger. \""' 
are hurrying to my house when you come upon the stage. Yeu 
suddenly see me playing bowls. You start with surprise, and ¥""' 
cross over to me and give me the letter. Goand do it again. 
don't forget to express sur priae when you see me.” ‘ 

‘he super gracefully retired once more. Then he entered! * 
in, lurched half-way across the stage, jerkcd himself over \ 
ood, looked straight into his face, and cried : 


where Godfrey st 
Wot? You 'ere?” 


“ Lorbloomey ! 
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THE GINTLEMAN THAT PAYS THE RINT. 
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Biddy to Pat (who has been tv market), Shure, he's an illegant 
creathure entoirely, Pat darlin’, and I think we should be afther 
calling him President Kruger, jist by way av a compliment. 


TOOTSIE AMONG THE DORAPERS. 


—~— 


How long have there been shopwalkers? Goodness knows. 
We find them spoken of, however, in the light literature of Charles 
Dickens's earlier days. ore linendrapers became fed gene ger 
owned country ho kept hounds, and hob-nob with the 
aristocracy, the shopwalker was probably the owner of the busi- 
ness, glad enough to trot about up and down the centre of his sh 
hand ladies chairs and count his threefarthingses. The workers in 
drapers’ shops haven't much soul to call their own, and the same 


Lady Mabel : 
Miss Nina BoucicavuLt, 


Thomas Tompkins : 
WEEDUN GROSSMITH. 


remark very probably applies to the shopwalker, though there is 
ae that ta his oon which those under him are apt to 
tremble, 

since Dan Leno showed the world how awfully funny a shop- 
walker could be, we have had a small crop of them on the stage. 
For fun making purposes, Mr, Leno, however, did not stick closely 
to the walking. He did a goodish bit of climbing, unrolling, per- 
suading, even whispering, and he was awfully funny. Since then 
there has been another very comic shopwalker at the Gaiety, but 
the piece there, as you know, is called The Shop Girl. The title 
of an Shepwalher was much too good to lose, and so we have had 
it at the Vaudeville. 

Thereat the inhabitants of Brixton and other wild suburban 
haunts might, if they had listened ee. have obtained an 
opportunity of ascertaining that the word Afarché is neither pro- 
nounced like the name of the third month of the year, nor a regu- 
Inted walk, nor a or fen. Iam really sorry the piece came to 
so abrupt_a conclusion. Weedon Grossmith was awfully funny, 
und Miss Nina Boucicault, Miss Annie Hill, and Miss May Palfrey 
ure delightful. Mr. David James. Mr, F. Volpe and Mr. Sydney 
Prouzh also did work, : 

With The Shop Girl and The Shopwalker the subject of 
draper'’s shops is not by any means exhausted, and I hope again, 
iu dramatic form, some time soon to meet with a hero or heroine 


|S NY 
Mr, Samuel Inbbard: 
Mr, PF. Vourr, 


Lorothy Hubbard; 
Miss ANNIE HILL 


pe those realms so familiar and so dear to the shop-haunting 


That the title and locale were most happily chosen. the long run 


, wd y n, 
. ae Gaiety, yet showing no sign e waning, proves plainly 
eough, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 


Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S PllalS 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (so PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY RacH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Ere. 


1 Rock Villa, Rowbaston, Taunton, 
ae , March 12th, 1896. 
AR SIRS.—TI have found 8 Pills to 
be of the test value, and aa I ? 
Readachoe’ neuia not be without Hew oe ner ye 


Yours respectfully, F. E. ROSSER. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
914. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 
TO 


REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 
safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


GENERALLY 1N A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
eat rag Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell: 
es: 


errr folefelolotetefotatetatsteteratafels 


1 ow. 


AN HONZEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The 


most effectual on carth, Nothing can reatst them. 
94d. 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


THE AGE OF DEADHEADS. 


WITH something like unanimity twenty-three clocks in the 
vicinity of Piccadilly Circus struck the hour of three—three in the 
morning. Worn out by his seventh rehearsal of his company in a 
new musical comedy that day, one that showed some promise of 
recouping his somewhat shattered exchequer, the great lessee 

,. with his fur coat-collar turned up round his strode 
wait along in the direction of his Bloomsbury home. It was a 
silly thing to do, for the road lies through a neighbourhood that 
offends even the callous olfactory nerves of our toughest division 
of police ; but he felt he wanted fresh air, and so he chanced every- 
thing. At the darkest point of the route—in the heart of the 
delightful Dials—the inevitable happened. 

Eight or nine sturdy — suddenly closed upon that man, 
a tenth jumped on his back, and an eleventh acted as spokesman. 

“Make the pis ogeere sound,” he said, “and we bashes in yer 
brain-pan with this coke hammer! Now, fork out yer watch.”) 

Recognising the iutter futility of iresistance, the man of plays 
pulled out and handed over his gold repeater. 

“Right! Now then, yer sleeve links and di’mond studs.” 

Unhesitatingly—he even smiled—the manager unscrewed them 
from his linen, and handed them over. 

“ Where's yer bloomin’ purse?” 

It was forthccming, and parted with even cheerfully. , 

“That ain’t a bad tile you've got on: s'pose we changes hats?’ 

Without the least murmur the extrepreneur took otf his glossy 
beaver, passed it to the importunate rough, and placed that 
ripbcel's dirty cloth cap upon his polished bald pate. 

“Well,” said the outcast of society, “yer don’t seem ‘alf a bad 
sort, 80 we'll let yer slope now.” 

“Thanks, boys,” replied the manager, effusively: “I'm awfully 
obleee fod this, and [ll not forget your noble unselfishness. Good 
ni 8.” 

hep to continue his wal*- for the ruffians had fallen 
Larspet one ps ee ne passage after the changing of the hats, 
when the ler again spoke. 

“ Look ere,” he said, “ what are yer gettin’ at? Dunno whether 
youre ct yer nut, but we can't see as you've much to thank 
us for?” 

The manager seemed lost in surprise. He started back, his eyes 
opened wide, and his features relapsed into an a: smnile. 

“Nothing to thank you for?” he re ed; “but I think you 
have! I was afraid at first that you fellows—like scores of other 
perfect strangers I've fallen across to-day—wanted free stalls for 
our first night of the new piece!” 

—— 


WAS IT LOVE? 

No, candidly speaking, it was not. 

It could not i a that the proud and haughty daughter of the 
richest pawnbroker in Parson’s Green loved him, in the strict 
sense of the term, and yet she had a tender and impressionable 
heart, and knew full well that tu be happy was to love. 

And yet she had grown to watch at the window for him day after 
day, and week after week ; and when she saw him coming, would 
she not jump up joyously from her window seat and run smilingly 
out to the door to meet him? 

If it was not love, what strange magnetic power was it? How 
truly has it been said that only the human heart knoweth its own 
mystery > 

es Calon she saw him coming, and heard his welcome melodious 
voice—“’Ere y'ar, beautiful brown ‘uns! Threepence a pint, 
prawn s'rimps—three-pence 2 full pint !"—she would bound to the 
door like a young fawn, with three-halfpence in her fist, and a 
small plate in the other, and—— . 
Well, if it wasn't love, perhaps it was—shrimps! 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
‘TWAS a rapturous meeting when the 
clasped the Lady Edwina 
tious that the rov- 
ing Alanwick volun. 
tarily hugged the 
matronly amplitude 
of Mary Ann Stubbs 
in his arms. 


“And you always & = 
oS N“ 


ting: Master of Ravensrue 
in his arms, and their joy was so infee- 


fondly, 
as he gazed into the 


But ! 
‘ that some 
terriblecalamity had 
come over thee, and 

feared 1 would 
never see thee 
again.” 

“Just as I felt 
about you,” whis- 
pered Mary Ann to 
Alanwick, 

“And your father 
tried to force you in- 
to marriage with the 
Lord Godolphin?” 

“Yea, but blame 
not my father. Go- 
dolphin holds some 
secret power over 
him, or my father 
would never have 
crossed my wishes,” 
said Edwina, 

‘Financial secrets, I doubt me not?” said Ravensrue, sagely. 
\ “They are financial secrets, | know,” said Mary Ann Stubbs. 
‘I have heard Godolphin swear he could ruin the Baron Long- 


champ any day.” 

“ Well, we will see about that soon. It will take a good lot of 
cash to ruin anyone we take an interest in now, won't it, Alan- 
wick ?” said Ravensrue. 

“Rather, | should think so,” said Alanwick, with a smile. 
“Why we could buy up old Godolphin a dozen times over.” 

ma Ti baal sc Alanwick, bee * eer Mary Ann Stubbs, 

* Ric ess you, we are rolling in wealth. Got a mon me 
said Alanwick. : esc 

“ Honestly got?” said Mary Ann Stubbs, 

“Honestly? Why, bless your heart, ves. Look at that,” he 
continued, as he unfurled a poster. “ Read that ; we are millionaires, 

COAL BLACK LEAD. 
THE ONLY RELIABLE STOVE POLISII. 
WON'T BLACK BOOTS. 
Bless us all, there is nothing like it,” continued Alanwick. 

“Ts it patented?” 

“Patented? Yes, of course it is patented.” 

“No one else can make it?” 

“No one else,” said Alanwick. 

“ And is it selling?” murmured Mary Ann. 

“We are about to double the size of our factory—can't get 
enough of it ready,” said Alanwick. 

“Oh! Alanwick, dear, I saw such a love of a bonnet to-day,” 
said Mary Ann, as she threw herself into his arms. 


OYEZ OYEZ 
orez 


Goal Blackie 
Headte | 2 


He onlie Reliable 
Stoue Polisthe if 
Worl glacks Bootas ‘i 
gee 


He unfurled a poster, 


. * * * . 2 . 

The nuptials of Lady Edwina and the Master of Ravensrue were 
delayed only long enough to enable the Baron Longchamps to 
attend the ceremony. The venerable Baron was quite willing to 
accept the Master of Ravensrue as soon as he learned that he could 
rely on him for an an occasional loan. A sum sufficient to clear 
off the indebtedness of the Baron to the Lord Godolphin wag 
speedily advanced, The latter was little the richer. His creditors 
scooped in the dollars, and the old man had ultimately to sell out 
his castle as a going concern to a rich brewer, and he ended his 
davs in retirement at a coast watering place. 

The Baron Longchamp and his retainers attended his daughter's 
marriage in full armour to give dignity to the concern, and Alan- 
wick, with a due desire for business, a boa il of days before the 
ceremony, presented each man with a couple of cakes of the cele- 
brated “coal black Jead.” The men burnished their own and their 
master's iron-plating with the new polish, and the effect was most 
striking. It was such an effective advertisement that Alanwick 
guve the retainers an engagement on the spot to travel through 
the country as sandwich men. The dispersal of his retainers 
enabled Longchamp to retire from his somewhat draughty castle 
and to enjoy himself ina oe ee fashion in town, 

HE EnNp, 


ee 
SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No, ¢, 


Zee 2 —_ 3 Se 
DEEMING BLUEBEARD SLOPER. 
Born, 1220. SMOTHERED, 1262. 
After the Painting by Rembrandt Rufflcs, at Windsor Castle. 
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THE ELDER IMPOSED UPON. 


(1) “Can ye no gie a hearty welcome tae yer ain lang lost brither Pete, hame frae the Ashantee 
War?"——(2) But the Elder, who had never had a brother Pete, slammed the door in his face. 
lous deevil o’ a backslider,” roared the sodjer—3) “ What a scorpion 
in ma bonnie door seeking a wattery Probe haar) 0 A 
moment after, they both floated away into the deep abyss. 


“Let me in, ye scanda 
this is,” hissed the Elder, “he'll be hae 


me noo, McNab. What aboot ina, 


*,* Miss Sloper will be delighted to recet 
photographs from those of her friends 
portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB'’S FRIENDS 


No. 437.—MIss FANNIE MILTON, 
“Oh, that she would reciprocate my passion!” 


—The Dook Snook, 


“The all-consuming love that doth devour me!” 


—Lord Bob, 


“ At last J find my true, long-sought ideal!” 


—he Hon, Billy. 


nie wudden leg that the Queen presentit ta: i’ h 
ain haund, ye loathsome, lang-nosed weasel? I'll haunt 2 Ti wall com ass 


ye nicht and 
hale fowerpence for a new one doon the G use dubs o’ Gleska.” 


we 
whose 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
uP FROM CHEEDLE. 


5) “ Ye’ve din a bonnie thing for 


y. It wull cost mea 


“J suppose this kind of place is all new to 
vou?” “Qh, noo! I manage the Penny Read- 
ings in my parish, you know.” fresh.” 


(Saturday, April 4, 1896, 
A LITTLE—FOUL. 


“T certainly did ask for fowl, but upon 
mature consideration, I'd prefer somethin. 


ONE WAY OF LOOKING AT IT. 


Nellie. I’ve promised to marry him in two years, 
Frances. But what a dreadfully long engagement. 
Nellie. Yes ; but look at the splendid chance it gives me of picking up someone richer. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—The Right Hon. G. J. GOSCHEN, M.?. 


i 


Since A. SLOPER has been appointed a Lord of the Admiralty he 
has been busy.—(1) “ Well, Goschen,” cried the Eminent, bursting 
into the First Lord’s room the other day, “and how goes it, my hearty ? 
Look here! will £21,823,000 be enough?” “Ample, I think, for the 
present, SLOPER,” replied Mr.Goschen. “Of course the other nations 
will clearly understand, as I mentioned in my speech, vou remember, 
that this sum is not wanted for provocation, but for self-defence—the 


” 


self-reliance of the British nation.” “Quite so,” said A. SLOPER ; 
“but, as I was about to suggest, if it should not be sutticient, I'll 
start a ‘friendly lead’ at the Sloper Arms—we are excvedingly patriotic 
in Shoe Lane. Yes. and the proceeds of a matinée at the ‘ Friv.’ shall 
also be at your service. Only say the word.—-/2) I'll write a patriotic 
song for the occasion, and Tootsie shall sing it in character; some- 
thing like this : ‘Self-reliance, not defiance, is our motto, boys ; Says 


9 


the Nation, Provocation it is not, oh, boys! But let them come “1 
dare! Be it eagle or the bear, Be sure we'll make it for them prt!’ 
hot, oh, boys! With a yo heave——’” “Yes, yes,” interrupted M'. 
Goschen, “very patriotic and very pretty ; but, SLOPER, | want ¥«'! 
to do me a service.” ‘“ My time and energy are at your disposal. 
lad,” cried A, SLOPER. * What say you to a can of grog while “” 
palaver ! i “Quite unnecessary. The fact is, I’ve a good dealt de 
this morning, and if you will kindly call later on—say, to-day thir? 
months—my secretary will then, no doubt, be able to tell you wh: 
to look in again, By-bye!” The song is a great success.—(3) The 
twins dance the hornpipe between each verse, —(4) And Alexandr’. 
dressed as Joe the Marine, sells copies of it outside the theatre— 
(5) A. SLOPER is having his portrait painted @ /a Nelson, and it “ ul. 
in all probability, be the picture of this year's Academy. 
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THe NaBiernl Gallery: 
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Talis, Fussy Wi re se , D } ; ’ 7a Rewdy “for Tree. e 
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Anobeur: Clas one: ° Sele ies Sdeieré- 


The amateur desires to be Aamttted ta the Gallery:—The British Troops are day by day tournament, of course, Of profit proved a fruitful source :—The merry bookie’s glad of heart, Flat- e 
Adrancing slowly on their way :—The holder put in all he knew, But found ‘twas Maughan than racing makes another ‘dork i—The Public ps heen Corps Vdeucne Proved <2 efficient, it 4 
« could dv :—Hail, tearful April! doubtless we The usu'l sunny showers shall see :— cycling appears.—Hearty wishes for a good time at Easter. Ta, ta!—-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. ’ 


NOT GENERALLY KNOWN. THOSE SCHOOLGIRL PASSIONS. FIRE! FIRE!! 


The real object of the advance to Dongola, is to collar 
very curious Sphinx, which is said by Lord Wolseley lf I'd known the drawing-master 
«bear a striking likeness to the Friend of Man. The had a fat wife and six ugly children, 
ea is to plank it down on the Thames Embankment, I would never have pie papa to 
wext door to Cleopatra's Needle. let me take lessons. And he 7% so 


divinely handsome, too, 


ETT . 
ee ee eee HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS. 


ey 


bay all 


e =n: av ry ” 
ones Xpenses and give you a “pony 


No. 4.—“Twinkle, twinkle, little star.” (1) “Are you ready ?——(2) “ Off !"——(3) “ They're all sayin’ their prayers, Capt'n.” 
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ALLY-CAMPANE, 


THE much boomed naval syndicate play, True Bl 
to revive the fortunes of the maluely Oynple, roel Npoeah ae 
to expectations. 


ntment if a 
La doesn't 


pretend 
shadow; as a 
atudy of that 
branch of the 
wrvice it is not 
without interest, 
but this goes but 
a small way in 
the making a 
successful play. 
With the patron: 

of the cheaper Lahyayy of the house it might find favour for a time. 
We do not think it is likely to achieve wider measure of popularity. 


OVERS of the gay and festive smoking concert should weigh-in 
nt The Horns, Kennington Park Road, on Monday, April Soh, 
They would not onl seed an Les ar age evening, but they would 
herefit the Sick Fund in connection with the firm of Henry 
Kemshead, Ltd., printers and lithographers, of Lower Kennington 
Lane. A grand array of talent will be on board, and the admission 
is only sixpence, ALLY will certainly have sixpen’orth. 
s 


s 
s 

“ DINNERS with seer dypene Anecdotal and Descriptive,” is the 
title of a delightful book, written by Howard Paul and published 

Newton and Eskell, of 69 and 60 pave 
yl of and good stories a the 
various people Howard Paul has met—and they are various, too. 
EB recommends who are fond of 


of meat, and awfully 
t 


s 
THE Ancient paid a long-delayed visit to the Canterbury the 
other night, and was, of course, received with open arms. Every- 
roar bs ees tag w hags 
a tiddley with him, an 
it was some le 


not avery one, 
rox Wag slg must — 
ly have gone to sleep : 

he had done such a lot of 
yea oe at Lean! 

mong the man 

urns was that of Ida 
a pretty serio who 
looked charm ne ow 
ae prea Be ite shirt, 
and stri knickers, the 
stage attire of 


the American : 
She is a clever and 


» and 

audience to 

iate her efforts as 
ighly as the Eminent. 


We record with sincere 
sogret the death of Mr. 
J Swain, junior part- 
ner in the famous tirm of 
engravers, which has for 
80 many years been ree 
8) ble for the pera | process work of this paper. The 

gentleman was only thirty-five, and no one who was 
familiar with his kindly nature and genial presence but will 
heartily mourn his sad and untimely loss. 
ss 
s 

PgernHaps one of the best singing ventriloquists living is Pro- 
fessor Vox This clever gentleman is now giving his new and 
laughable nage, ge sketch, “ ALLY SLOPER At Home,” at no 
less than three halls, viz., the Canterbury, the Paragon, and the 
London, Shoreditch. The singing of the F.O.M., according to 
yer, would — a job - tes mere conmigo pe SF oe fic es 

toapply for it—it’s simply immense. Our 8, o 
dd o! ake kclis mame, aud coo und: hens Prosekicea¥ sie 
. le s 


THE Easter Vacation is the Volunteer’s opportunity, and the 
manceuvres of our gallant citizen are will, as us' be a big 
affair. It is but too seldom that 
the majority of our civilian de- 
fenders get so good a c 

of obtaining the active field experi- 
ence which is so important a part 
of his military education, and it 
behoves him to make every effort 
to be present at the Easter opera- 
cone The — was — 
so important a personage as he is 
now. His value is officially recoge 
nised everywhere, he is compli- 
mented upon all occasions, and 


ted on the back by the 
mander-in-Chief at every 
ible opportunity. him 


ion his war paint, then, with a 
light heart, and make his way to 
camp determined to show that he 
is deserving of all this admiration. 


THE Moss-Encrusted Edifice has 
this day conferred the “ Award of 
Merit” upon ARTHUR W. ELSON, 
because he can sing a govd sung, 
“That 'e can, feyther,” remarked 
the Azure-Eyéd Dnocent, aApprov- 
ingly. “Arthur is a real smart 
humorist and patterer, and there 
ain't a concert he goes to wot ‘e 
don’t bring down the ‘ouse. Wot 
I should like to know is, Why 
hasn't ‘ec had it bef——” But, 
observed his sire'’s hand moving fur- 


ain the ae of the leaden inkstand, and so he suddenly 
pelt bert @ pressing epgagement with the Blood-stained in the 
bext street. 
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Poe Of the Future (repeating from up-to-date nursery rhyme 


“Who reaches home in sorry plight, 
And with the cabman wants to fight, 
And says he's been at werk all 9 oe l— 

'y father!” 


a ee 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDINY APRIL LITH, 1896. 


6th April, 1802.—T. D. G.,” writing from the New Club 
Lp race this day, to the Zimes says: “A combination occu 
at this club which, according to the doctrine of chances, would not 
occur n once in a billion times. After the cards had been 
thoroughly shuffled by the adversaries and the dealer, they were 
dealt, when the dealer was found to have thirteen trumps, and 
each of the other three players had a com suit from ace to 
deuce, After fifty years’ experience of whist I believe such an 
instance to be al:nost, if not quite unprecedented.” 


6th 1866.—Henry Widdicombe, comedian, died this 
yt — 5. He was an enormous favourite at the Surrey Theatre. 
“His leries,” snys /he Players,“ were in the mouths of old and 
young. His style and actions were permanently fixed on the minds 
of juvenile aspirants dramatic fame, as the beau ideal which 
they should labour to approximate.” 


%th April, 1828.—A Brusseis correspondent under this date 
says “That » mountain near Oudenarde had sunk down. A shep- 
herd, who was at the foot of the mountain with his tlock at seven 
o'clock in the evening, perceived an extraordinary motion. It was at 
eight o'clock that the ground sunk about three ella, to an extent of 
about 140 in circumference, which has produced a kind of marsh. 


Sth April, 1842.—Thomas Ellar, the famous harlequin, died 
this day, aged 62. 


Oth A 1814.—Byron, writing to Moore under this date 
says: “I have been drinking with three friends from six till five 
in the matin. We clareted and cham till two, then supped, 
and finished with a kind of Regency Punch, composed of Madeira, 
brandy, and green tea, no real water being admitted therein. 
There was a night for you, without once quitting the table.” 


10th 1850.—Madame Angiolina Bosio, of Italian 
Opera, 4 Avett, le aged 35, ; 


llth April, 1825.—A news on this date states that a 
gamekeeper in Suffolk, discovering “a: ixbhie in a snare, placed a 
spring-gun, saying he would trace the villain by his blood. At the 
moment he spoke the gun went off and shot him in the leg. 
Mortification set in, and the limb had to be ainputated. 


—_———_————— 


THE BROOKLET’S SYMPATHY. 


It was bold Wandering Wantadoss : 
It was brave Hun Hookercrook : 
And these good souls have come across 
Each other by a murmuring brook. 


And Wandering Wantadoss, his mind 
Has struck a dreamy, musing phase : 

“1 wonders, Hook,” he sighs, “ what kind 
O’ words this murmuriu’ brooklet says?" 


Then Hook : “I guess it’s murmurin’ now 
That it sees two thirsty travellers here, 

An’ wishes, for their sakes, as how, 
Instead uv water, it wuz beer!” 


Se 


TO THE MANNER BORN. 


Bertie. There’s nothing in thought-reading; you have only 
got . make your mind a blank. It’s quite easy; I’ve done it 
nyse! 

‘Miss Cuttington. Yes, I can quite believe you area good medium. 


(Saturday, April 4, 199, 


THE INHOSPITABLE INNKEEPER, 

It was not a prepossessing-looking hostelry, but € was 
travel-stained, and weary, and in urgent n of refreshy,,.,, 
Ita nearly obliterated signboard creaked lazily in the bree,” 
invited speculation as to whether it represented a bald-face| 
a wheatsheaf, or three horseshoes. The windows could not o:.);. 
have been washed during the last half century, and the cur... 
had evidently been selected * 


to carry out the same scheme ¢ aa 
of colour. : ee metl .- 1) 
A ced arrears for | cee 
a! t five min lore See 
I succeeded in disturbing or — + | 

anybody within. Then a 3j|!/| | aaeth| 
window opened above me and HE H 

a voice enquired what I : } 

wanted. or | 


I said, rather seg ll that 
1 wished to come in. The 
window closed again, and I 
cooled my heels for another 
five min ere the door wus 
cautiously opened by a thin, 
sleepy little man, with a mud- 
coloured complexion. He 
inquired if 1 was a traveller, 

told him “ Yes,” and he 
seemed disappointed. He 
eyed my dusty boots and 
clothes as though he enter- 
tained a shrewd suspicion 
that it was all part of a 
deep-laid plot to get a two- 
scar dl drink out of him in 

unday closing-time. 

Suddenly a bright idea seemed to strike him. and he asked wh:» 
I came from. I was annoyed at his doubts, and tuld him “ Hade° 
He seemed puzzled, and supposed it was “ over three mile.” Li: 
on I caught him searching for it on a road-map of the county, | 
believe he finally arrived at the conclusion that it was a hamlet ¢ 
no importance, 

A sudden sorrow seemed to descend upon his life when I tj 
him my needs. He had evidently hoped that a mug of ale wou! 
get rid of me. He showed me into a musty parlour, with. 
grimy windows and the dingy curtains, and left me to my retx. 
tions, At the end of ten minutes I rang the bell and told hi! 
desired refreshment. The look of sadness upon his face deepens. 
He had probably been deceiving himself with the hope that [ by 
merely come in to inspect his stuffed weazel and the vill: 
almanac for the year before last. 

I said I would like some tea, but he shook his head gloom! 
and remarked that the fire was out and he wasn't sure whe 
missus kept the tea-caddy. No; it wasn’t no use my w 
because there was no saying when his wife would come back, x; 
the fire always smoked for an hour or two when they first lit: 
Cold meat? No, that he hadn't ; there wasn’t no call for anythix 
like that there. Eggs? Well, there might be a egg somewhen 
but there was the ditliculty about the fire. If I’d look in to-moms 
now—. 

But 1 assured him that even the prospect of obtaining ex 
would not tempt me. I supposed he could at least give me sx 
bread and cheese and beer. 

He departed Lat sage and reappeared at intervals with hal: 
stale loaf, a portion of Dutch cheese, 2 compound resemblix 
butter, and a jug of flat ale. I had to remind him that a plate 
a desirability, and that a knife and some salt would be a welcow 
addition. He brought them in silence, but I feel sure he reganis| 
me as a pampered epicure. 

“T suppose you're pretty busy here in the summer?” [ asked. s 
1 paid him the half-crown he demanded for my refreshment. 

“Well, no,” he said ; “ we do get parties over here in the seas 
but they most always brings their own vittles. It’s a great shax 

use it don't give a enterprising man a chance,” 

I said he —— me beyond measure. and he said, “ Ah'! 
don’t wonder neither ;” but he shut the door after me with evide 
delight, and I heard him sigh with relief through the keyholes 
he shot the bolts. Nevertheless, the next time I go that wa! 
shall follow the example of “the parties that come over iu & 
season.” I shall certainly “bring my own vittles,” 


—_———————— 


OH, JEW-RUSALEM ! 


“Vot do you think of going to the Fancy Dress Ball at Cov 
Garding as, feyther?” “Vell, my shon, I think Holiver Crom" 
ith as jasanything. It doesn't do to happear too haristo 


nowadays.’ 
—_—_— 
SCRIPTURAL ADVICE. 


It had struck the observant father—who was likewise % dl bi 
of long-standing—that there had been “something up hy ‘had 
twenty-three year old son for some days past. For, not on)" 
the young man had his top-hat ironed three times in one wr. 
he no longer carried a pouch of bird's-eye in his breast Tot hi 
which (as the old 'un relied entirely upon the young (un bel 
borrowing tobacco) was a mighty serious thing. Well. just 0° 
Good Friday, young Henry said suddenly, at breakfast, *!; 
believe you're pretty well up in scriptural quotations, dad? 

“Chock full of ‘em, my boy!” replied the veteran. x 

“Ah! then you'll remember the one that ears, ‘It is not so 
man to be alone ’—or something like that, eh!” AG 

“My dear Henry,” replied the old fellow, seriously, “it 
queer that you should have thought of that, because 
thing has been running in my head like a steam-driv 
some weeks past. After all, a boy like you wants look 
seems to need a mother to see to all his little wants—au' 
you the truth, Henry, that was the main reason in my heac 

roposed’ to the widow Hutchinburker, at the ham au 

op, yesterday. Pass the creases, will ye?” 

And Henry, who had contemplated going himself into 
on the old man’s pile, shoved the green-stuff across the 
a slight push and a heavy heart. 


one 


—e-4 


iq 


1 whet 


1 beg 


matrime 
table 64 


, April 4, 1896.) 
SNATCHER'S PALS. 


rT tolj 
le wou! 


) Minutes seemed hours, and hours days. Agony! agony ! 
t hark !—that voice! Canit behe? It is !—and the next moment 
fell fainting on to A. SLOPER'S breast. Saved! saved! But it 
ed him right, didn’t it? 

(To be contenued, ) 


—E MAN WHO WAS ALWAYS JUST TOO LATE. 


— 


H1s was Dalliby’s great failing, and he fell a victim to it early 
ife. He came into the world just eight seconds after his twin 
ther, and consequently had to rub along on an inad 
wance instead of succeeding to the snug little indepen 
t awaited the elder son. 


nce 


high-class ex 
nt unpunctuality. 
pve that the man strug, 


oo strongforhim. It was 
blethat he never offended 
>, He was 
” that’s all. 
i he suffered 


t too long up the tree. and 
“just too late.” At college, 
sthesame, Other men, who 
taken part in the same spree, 
id_dolge the proctors with 
. Dalliby was bound to be og He pulled a good oar, and 
weak moment once backed himself to win against an inferior 

nent. He could have done so, of course, but he waited too 
. and was just too late to get up. His tutor spoke to him 
t hix unpunctuality at lectures, the Dean did the same regarding 
ittendance at chapel, and finally nominated a certain hour for 
iby to call upon him and promise reformation. Dalliby sat up 
ixht to be in time for that appointment, but something delayec 
at the last minute, and he was just too late again. The Dean 
annoyed, and Dalliby ‘came down.” 
ut it was not a lesson to him. He went into Society, and his 
t proved as strong as ever. People asked him to dinner and 
‘ould come in with the dessert; he would go to a theatre or 
rt to hear some special — and arrive just as the last bars 

away, He would make en less appointments in perfectly 
faith, and turn up breathless about a minute after the other 
had left in disgust. 
fell in love, and here again his mabepey failing proved his 
The girl was rich and beautiful, and liked him very well 

her with his broken pledges. She got tired o 
3 dances for him, which he was always just too late to claim. 
¢ took her anywhere, they were never in time to see the fun. 
day he made up his mind to test his fate. He attired himself 
becoming splendour and sought the pee mansion wherein 
dwel t. Aman he knew was coming down the steps sandy Sal 
ession of treble distilled happiness. He asked for Dalliby’s 
mtulations, The heiress had accepted him half-an-hour ago. 
ulliby was supposed to be his wealt y uncle's heir. That uncle 
4nortally sick, and telegraphed for his nephew to go to him. 
phy started, but having to wait an hour or so at a junction tor 
ranch train, went for a stroll to while away the time. He got 

Just in time to see the last carriage gliding out of the platform. 
uncle died that night ; but he cut Dalliby out of his will first. 
e end came soon after this. He appears to have been strolling 
ntly along the railway line, and not to have noticed the 

' 


LE Zz o 
ine 3 il it was close upon him. Even then he 
, live saved himself; another second and he could have 
“ar. But even seconds are of vital importance in affairs 
d.and from the fact that 2 coroner and twelve good men 
iy Subsequently held an inquest upon what remained of him, 
"Y safely assume that Dalliby was again “just too late.” 
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THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


LEAMINGTON, March 26th, 1896. 
My DEAR ALLY,—I feel that I must at last give expression to 
the feelings of bi“ that assail me week by week ax I open your 
entrancing paper. Your cartoon on the Italian Difficulty is a corker, 
and opens up a great question of international diplomacy. i think 
it should go a long way towards settling the difficulty, especially 
as the hokey-pokey season is coming on. When's Hob ‘oing to 
lead the lovely Tootsie to the altar, or is she “going far him” for 
breach? £20,000 wouldn't be too heavy damages, if I was 

foreman of the jury, she'd get it. With wishes, 
Yours Sloperially, 
A LEAMINGTON ADMIRER. 


eee 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“ GENERAL ") 
CHAPPTUR BEVVUN. 

FONE Saad thet mi nn plaice woe of s verry diieruat kar 
rickter tu the larst, but tho in menny respecks a impruvement it 
wos not wot k be korld bi enny meens a a The 
momunt i'ad finnished mi supper on the nite of mi arivle Miss 
Emmer Hann, wich wos the eldist and monast surveer of the tu 
madun sisters wich a the skule, Miss Emmer Hann, she kumes 
to me and ses, “i trust, Elizabeth, that yu are a herly riser, bekos 
orl the yung lades is out of bed bi sevun, and thair is sevreel 
howers wurk to be dun befoar that.” With that she gives mea 
litul klock, wich, she ses, woold waik me at five, tho ‘ow it wos 

in 2 do that i koodn't se. Nott bein yused to sleapin with wun 

n mi rume i sune fownd thati kood not li kort the embraice 
of Morfius with the beestly thing tikin like a ole armi of krickits. 
{ got out of bedd and tryd tu stop it. but thair wos no maches 
i koodn’t find no wai to opun it. I piled orl mi klose on it, but it 
tiked awai louder than befoar. I shut it up in a kubbord, and i 
seamed to hear it planer; then, in despyrashun, i banged it furyusli 
on the bedd, but stil it tiked on galey. Kan it be, i thort, that it 
waikes peeple bi nevur leti: em sleap, and the orurbul thort 
drove me tu furtha effort. Mi hand kame in kontack with a litul 
weel at the back. 1 terned it sloli without efeekt, then orl of a 
sudun the iddyus thing gaiv a jump and sct up the moast friteful 
din yu kan i in. I wos so startuld that i dropt it with a smash 
on the floar rushed skreemin intu the korrvdore klad as i wos 
in mi reab dee nwee. Miss Emmer Hann and Miss Lora Jain kaim 
rushin upstares tu me in a stait of terrybul treppydashun, and the 
yung lades orl stood at the dore of thair dormmytory in kur! paipers 
and mortul terer, and implord Miss Emmer tu spring her ratul 
for the pleese and not let them be massykurd in kold blud. No 
suner, tho, did i icksplane the kause of mi sudun pannick tha orl 
burst out larfin and korid me a fulish thing, and Miss Emmer 
Hann sed i ort tu be ashaimed of miself for meddlin with the 
alarm of the klock. She ‘ad set it tu go orf at five, and she wos 
shore i ‘ad trying tu orlter it tu maik it laiter. 

It wos in vane i prurtestid mi innersense. Miss Lora Jain sed it 
wos evvydent i wos a deceetful, untroothful gurl, and she shood 
nevver ‘uve beleaved it of me. 

This wos mi furst ickspearyunce of alarm klocks, and i luk back 
on it now with amewsmint, foar i ‘ave lurnt menny litul things 
or thair manippulashun since then wotever time tha are 

t. 


of my life bekum briter, for thair befoar me stud re the 
most k spessymun of manli buty i ‘ad ever sean. The yuth- 
full charms of Adolfas faded intu misserable iecelgalany mss 
besrde this glorus bean. I knu att wunce that heer, and heer 
aloan, kood i tind mi hart’s tru happynes. 

(Zo be conti: neat week.) 
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HOME TRUTHS, FIN DE SIECLE. 

YOUNG man, we would take a little of the conceit out of you. 
Don't think that the girl you intend leading to the altar is marry- 
ing you for love, ‘cause it's not so: she’s m ing you because 
she’s unable, or disinclined, to provide herself with board and 
lodging for the rest of her days. 

The man who howls because he's got “an aching heart” is an 
ingrate. If he'd got an aching tooth—one that ached in real 
earnest—he might have something to holler about. 

ais # dad think it’s a real good thing to be alive? And yet 
the very happiest time you have is when you're fast asleep and 
have forgotten eve — , 

You can’t put old heads on young shoulders, and you shouldn't 
put kids’ togs on people old h to be bald. After a man has 
reached the age of whiskers—whether he's any or not—he 
shouldn't appear in the streets clad in knickerbockers. 

Don't watch the cook too closely. You may turn up your pro- 
boscis at Auckland mutton at home, but the mutton laughs in- 
wardly when you meet it, dressed @ /a something-or-other at the 
café, and, not recognising it, fall to eulogising the “chef.” 

Be modesty like the violet. Reflect that it isn’t a man's good 
qualities that get him into swell society ; it’s the deuced scarcity of 
men. 

You needn't go and hunt all over London for it, but, should it 
come your way, you may solace yourself with the retlection (whilst 
poulticing the damaged spots with vinegar and brown paper) that 
there's a good deal of similarity between a man and a carpet— 
neither hurts for a good beating occasionally. ; 

Remember that you're never too big to learn. Every night 
before a certain South African billionaire lays his head upon his 
pillow he has learned some new way of making an absurd spec- 
tacle ofghimself. 

Where the “sleeper” is misplaced there comes the railway 
crash, and then it is that the traveller, who has misplaced his 
SLOPER, curses himself for his improvidence towards his futuro 


widow. 
——— 


THE DAYS OF SPRING. 

SHE sits in her window at half-past seven, 

And O! how the days have lengthened ! 

Smiling she sits, for her faith in Heaven— 
Jn the goodness of Heaven—has strengthened. 


She thinks (as tenebrious Nox doth 
To her throne with a step less sprightly) 
What quantities less of her coal, oil, gas, 
Will be used by her boarders nightly !! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

“THE Wages of (Ah)Sin.”"—Those paid to the Chinese man- 
washerwoman. ‘ 

Prose Edition of “ Macaulay ‘Slays.”—The article in which he 
slew poor Montgomery. 

CHARADE—L. An Image. 2. A Comedian, 3. A Comhat.— 
Total: A Comic Opera. Answer to Charade—Statue—Terry— Duel. 

“A LEAGUE-AL Fiction.”—That of the cabman who charges you 
eighteenpence for a two miles’ ride. : . 

“IT cannot be yelped,” as the watch-dog with a sore throat enid, 
when it vainly tried to utter its nocturnal screech. : 

Wuat's the ditf. between the writer of a libel and SLOPER’s 
inatutinal bacon ?—One is rash * the other is rasher. 
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BIRDS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT. 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, FEYTHER?"— ALEC. 


No. 8—THE Cockatoo. 


“Your plumage is excellent, birdie, I own, 
But your temper’s severe I'm ste ; 

It’s hardly su: ing—you've probably flown 
From some disappointed old maid.” 


—A. SLOPER, Puct Laurcate, ete. 
ee 


SOMETHING LIKE A STEEPLE. 


THEY were talking of churches, and the home-bred liar remarked 
that they'd got one so high in his parish that it took a pair of field 
glasses to sec the top of the steeple. “Pooh!” responded the 
American vanity, “d’ye call that tall? We've got one out yonder 
that takes six men to look at the top of it. One looks up till he 


gets tired, and the others go on where the last left off.” 


HEALTH’S CRY-TERION. 


(It is asserted in sundry “Home”. ete., that crying is one of the 
be considered strong and 


most healthy of exercises ; and that no can well 
who does not thus yell at least two hours daily.) 
(Hae aaa THERE is always conso- 
Dewr srvoP tHe lation 
OARUING ITLL mane HIM For all care and agita- 
: tion 


(If you only know the 
way togoand find it); 
For instance, young- 
sters’ yelling 
(Against which we're 
oft rebelling), 
It now seems ix such a 
we shouldn't 
mind it! 
It appears that infant 
yellers 
Are of most diseases 


quellers, 
That it makes them look 
as healthy as Hy- 
ion. 


ing, 
# hoo-boclne — 
For its sq is the healthiest Cry-terion, 


So, Paters, don't be flurried, 
Yea, be no longer worried— 

If e’en your youngster yells till all is bluest, 
You, of course, can't think it trying, 
Since it makes him ill-defying 

(As witness this discovery—the newest). 
*Twere well, though, were they tell 
co [osname bent on yelling) 

The ho are al to choose for squalling ; 
So that pas might leave these weepers, 
And be “8! ” appointment-keepers— 


Filling “yell-time” up with sundry “ business-calling.’ 
ee 
THEY DON’T SPEAK NOW. 
Young Wife. I've been reading, dear, how much I can economise 
by doing my own cooking, so I am going tu give the cook 


notice. 
Old Wife. Don’t you try it, my dear; you'll find the doctor 
more expensive than the cook, 


NOT TAKING ANY. 


Bragshy (to lattle girl in the flower shop). I've heard say that a 
kiss Lea omeacke is like an egg without salt. Is that 


*° hittle Girl. Well, I can't say that ever ]— A 

Fidig Las Oh-o-o-oh! I say, come, stop; trat won't do. Ever 
what / 

Bittle Girl (calmly). Have eaten an egg without salt. 
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THE “F.O.S. PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


“Though the features of the gentleman whose 
portrait we have this week added to our Gallery 
may not be familiar to the majority of our readers, 
dwellers in the Tyneside City of Newcastle will gaze 
upon them with — recognition. For our hero is 
the shining light of that popular of Vi 
the Newcastle Empire, which, under his able man- 
——. has attained so strong a hold upon the 
affections of the amusement-seeking inhabitants of 
the northern port. Though still in the first 
blush of his manhood, Mr. Thornborrow is old 
in experience, which, properly applied, has brought 
the theatre under his control to its present position 
of prosperity. Chiefly because he's an able manager 
he was created F.O.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented to him, December 28th, 1895."— 
Debrett Improved, 


GIRLS BOBS HAD TEA WITH. 
saan eee Mae Dee, S00 eed agi ee aaeed 
there t na anxiety, she gazec 
over the banisters for thirty minutes, and it isn’t 
summer yet, is it? 


to a very serious situation.” ‘“ Dear 


“I've got in 4 ee 
me! What?” “Undertaker’s man. 


Old Tinflush, Disgraceful conduct, madame t 
The New Mrs. Tinflush, But 1 wasn't flirting, 


John. 
id Tinflush. Blow your flirting! you can’t hel 
on I beach will not be alluded to as ol 
um”! 


“Meth 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
OVERHEARD AT THE CLUB. 


a 


Friend. By-the-way, | went to see your play last night; what a lot of paper there 
was in the house. 

Young Author, How could you tell? 

Friend, Oh! 1 noticed so many people who weren't hissing. 


(Saturday, April 4, 1896, 
REALLY, NOW? 


“ An awful part! I haven't a dit of fat!” 


HAVE YOU EVER NOTICED P—No. 2. 
_ A 


(1) Have you ever noticed that the noisy man in a public-house, who, when (2) Shuffies out with the —— humility when confronted 
requested to of his lawful wife? 


leave, declares that “twenty policemen couldn't put kim outside.” by the simple glance 


AND SHE’S LIKED HIM EVER SINCE. 
> al 


— 


“Why, Mr. Smith, you look like a specimen of the new photography.” No, Miss 
Sparkler, it’s the penetrating power of the Rontgen rays of your eyes.” 


BERL 


Have | been to the Buat Race? 
hundreds of times.” “How old are 


Rather’ 
you, ol: 


man?” “Thirty-two.” “Great Scott! om’ 
that?) I thought you were first ¢ 
Ananias,” 


“Come on, Bill, it's as good as a Turkis 


ousin tv 


h bath!” 


